
The Cmicdl Hijtorie of 

But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that thenafelves commit : 

For if they could, Cupid himfelfe would blutb,' 

To fee me thus tranf-formed to a boy. 

Lor , Defcend, for you mu ft be my Torch- bearer, 
lef What, muft I hold a candle to my flumes ? 

They in therafelves goodfboth arc too too light. 

Why, tisanofficeof difcovery,Loue, 

And I fhould be obfeur’d. Lor, So are you fweet. 

Even in the lovely. garnifh of a boy ; but come at once, 

For the elefe night doth play the runaway, 

And we are ftaj cl for at Tafanios Fcaft. 

Ief. r will make faft the doorcs.afed guild my fcifc 
W ith fornc moe ducats, and be with you ftraight. 

Grat. Now by my Hood a Gcntile,and no lew. 

Lor. Belhrow me but! love her heartily. 

For fhec is wife, if I can judge of her, 

And faire lheeis/if that mine eyes be tnie* 

And tme fhee is, as due hath proov’d her felfe : 

And therefore likelier felfe, wife, fay re and rrue, 

Shall fire be placed in my conftant fcule. Enter Icffica. 

What, art thou ccme? on Gentlemen, away, 

Our Masking mates fcy this time for us (lay. dxu. 

Enter Anthonio. 

Anth. Wliofe there? 

Grat. Signior Anthor.fa ? 

Anth. Fie, fie Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 

Tis nine a clocke, our friends all ftay for you: 

No Maske tonight, the wind is come about, - 

Bafanio ptefcntly willgoe a'oeurd. 

I have fent twenty cut to feeke for you. 

Gra. I am glad on’t, I defire no more dclighf, 

Then to be under- fayle, and gene to night. Exeunt . 

Enter Portia with Morocho, and both their trainee; 

Tore Gor, draw afide the Curtaines, and difeover- 
The feverall Caskets to this noble Prince : 

Now make your choyfe* ^ 
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the Merchant of Venice 

Mor\ This firft of gold,who this Iafcription beared 
tfho chxfeth me, fhaU gains rehat many men define. 

The fecond Silver, which this promife carries, 

Who choofeth meejoall get as much as bee deferves. 

This third dull Lead, with warning all as blunt. 

Who chufeth mee, mufi give and hazard all hee hath. 
How fhall I know if I doe chufc the right ? 

Per. The one of them containes my pi&ure, Prince, 
If you choofe that, then l am yours withal!. 

Mor. Some God diredl my judgement ; let me fee, 
1 will furvay th’infcriptions backeagaine : 

What fayes this Leaden Casket ? 

Who choofeth me, mu ft give and hazard all he hath. 

Muft give, for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 

This Casket threarens men that hazard all, 

Doc it in hope of faire Advantages : 

A golden minde ftoopes not to fho wes of drofie, 

He then nor give nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes the Silver with her Virgin hue ? 

Who choofeth me, fit all get as much as he deferves. 

As much as he deferves : paufe there Morocho, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou beeft rated by thyeftimation. 

Thou doftdeferve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady : 

And yet to be afraid of my deferving 
W ere but a weake difabling of my felfe. 

As much as I defervejwhy thats the Lady. 

T do in birth deferve her,and in fortunes, 

In graces,and in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefe,in love I do defervej 
What if I ftraid no farther, but chofe heere ? 

Lets fee once more this faying grav’d in gold : 

Who choofeth me fhall gaine what many men defire j 
Why thats the Lady, all the world defires her. 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kiffc this fhrine,this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanian defeats, and the vaftie wildes 
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